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looking for me. If I hadn't been on the other side, I think I should have got out of the window to say goodbye again . . . Ted will shew something to criticize, or stop, I may as well write it for you myself; it is exceedingly seedy. Here it is.
'Twas in Church on Palm Sunday, Listening what the priest did say Of the kiss that did betray.
That the thought did come to me, How the olives used to be Growing in Gethsemane.
That the thoughts upon me came Of the lantern's steady flame, Of the softly whispered name.
Of how kiss and words did sound While the olives stood around, While the robe lay on the ground.
Then the words the Lord did speak And that kiss in Holy Week Dreams of many a kiss did make:
Lover's kiss beneath the moon, With it sorrow cometh soon: Juliet's within the tomb:
Angelico's in quiet light 'Mid the aureoles very bright God is looking from the height.
There the monk his love doth meets Once he fell before her feet Ere within the Abbey sweethe last of old Alfred's best," so long and so vainly lamented by FitzGerald, there has perhaps not been a loss more to be deplored. One fragment is preserved by a precious chance in a letter written from home to Cormell Price, the youngest and the best-beloved among the brotherhood, in the Easter Vacation of 1855,
